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A thousand glimpses wins, And never sees a whole;
Looks once, and drives elsewhere, and leaves its last employ.
The Gods laugh in their sleeve To watch man doubt and fear, Who knows not what to believe Since he sees nothing clear,
And dares stamp nothing false where he finds nothing sure.
Is this, Pausanias, so? And can our souls not strive, But with the winds must go, And hurry where they drive *? Is fate indeed so strong, man's strength indeed so poor?
I will not judge.   That man, Howbeit, I judge as lost, Whose mind allows a plan, Which would degrade it most \ And he treats doubt the best who tries to see least ill.